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From the Wheeling Inwlligencer.
THE HOME-SICK BOY.

o ——

A PARUDY.

«'The boy stood on the burning deck.”™ Mis. Hesays.
The bay, stretched on the school-bench, loy,
His books around him thrown;
His chums hud all gone out to play,
And left him there alone

Yet, stalwurt limbs were hi-at need,

And merry glaues and note,
As born in youth's wild | ranks 10 lvad,

,rclta" or n “stogn.” He twirls a cane with
quite o Champs Elysces air—drinks his pint
and a-half per day of Champaigne, Port, Bran-
dy, Gin, Rum, Whiskey, Grog, “Hall-and.
halfy)” “Tom and Jerry,” Corn and Potato
Whiskey, or what not, just us he happens to
be off for the “finaneials.”  His shirt bosom
bears unmistakeable marks of the vile weed
—nnd from his discolored lips issue incopious
quantities, tobacco juice and curses—the one

Months ago the spirit of William died. | prop to lean on when age ehould come upon us,
Yesterday the breath left his suffering body, | and life should be running to its dregs. The
and he is desd. Oh! doubly dead to us. | hope and the prop in gone, and we care not
You, Amy, have not seen him for five yeara. ) how soon we go down to sleep beside our dar-
You will remember him as the lofty, high- | ling, boneath the shadow of the troes in the
minded, noble brother—the embodiment of | city of the dead,
ull that was good and manly. | must remem- —
ber him as the dying maniac—shricking in‘ EEW . PECDER .
his agony, and fighting with & madmun’s fury - -

o —t -

over the fuce of God's Beantiful Earth—the
other over God's moral ereation-=blighting as

8108 the mildew, and deadly as the Sirocco! A !eries.

stunning jargon of slung and blasphemy is.
| Suing Iroin his mouth is drowned in the intox-
leating bowl—fit sepulchre for 8o foul a
corpse! This Is the boy—the child of the pre-

with legions of devils. Remember him with
glaring and blood-shot eyes, with foaming |
motth, uttering curses, groans and ll('if!llingr

“OVER THE LEFT.»
A I‘A.;UD'I'.

O don't you remember Bill 8priggs, mother,
Old Epriggs, that lived ut the mill;
With eyes just like o pig's mother,
And nose like u purrot’s billt
With a wrn-up chin, |

I must remember hitn aa the murderer of
our boy, for it was his hand that in a frengied |
moment dealt the fatal blow that precipitated |
him down the long flight of stairs, which tall

Dick and me went over thet way. There was
old dad and there was the goat.

“We laid flat on the ground, snxious 1o
itnow what the old man was poing to do,
when what was our surprise to sse him toke
the exuct position Dick had taken a couple of
weeks oefore.,

|  We said nothing, for we hadu't seen ony
of that kind of ssort in & long time; the old
,man presented rather a formidable Appear-
! ance, but Billy, nothing dsunted, pointed for
the murk, the old man lowered, but a little
| too late, for the gost tovk him “plump.” We
heard sumething strike in the mud, and it
l'wun'l Billy, for he stoud looking down the

ridge. Me and Dick pulled for the burn, and |

sent day! Wherein consists the difference? | you know, ended hig life. “Spare me, oh
In all the advanteges of education-—in all the ‘ Emily, epare me!” [ hear you ery, “why
| convenience of an advanced civilization—the ' have you told me all this?> Why, if my hro-
boy of the present century is tothe boy of the | ther is gone, will you blight his memory thus!
lust centuty, ns Popocatapet] to a mole-hill. | In pity let me remember him as the good the
The only difference (hear it, oh ye parents!) noble! Have you thought af the agony that

ings are neglected! In your Church you neg- | or of the pangs that will grieve his father's

you neglect your children—in your closet you | bursting into womanhood! Could you not
neglect them. They furm the opinion that | have spared us this recital, snd thrown the
their purents neglect them, and they are mantle of charity over a dead husband!”

reckless of all else. In this belief theydraw | Gladly would T have spared you, oh my
around them a flinty covering—a hard exter- | sister, my mother, my father andjimy brothers.
nal—which the rays of light, of truth, of rea- | Gladly would I have hid his sins in my own
som, of religion, may shine upon, but cuan ' heart, und locked them in the casket of loye

sparks when struck—not spurks of contrition | a stern duty said no,
but of defiance! the wine to be placed before his guest, with |
his own hands he fills the tempting glass for
{his sons. His mother smiles complacently |
and mukes no effort, and Amy, my sister Amy |
and her lover sip the dainty nectar coyly from f
the same glass, Amy und her lover—he pure, |

and good und strong now, but not purer or

-—-—__Emn the True Democrat,
THE LASTLETTER OF THE DRUNK-
ARID'S WIFE.

[E—

LY MRS, F. D, GAGE.

leet your children—in your Sabbath School ! soul, of his young brothers, and sisters junti

never, mover melt. True, they give back asstrong as womun's heart e'er knew. But|
His father still orders |

Apd a yellow pkin, .
He wos just the man for a bing,
Over the loft you knew, mother,
Over the left, you know.

He come to court m---onoe—lg'mhur.
When we lived over sautly

the only difference is that your home-teach- | this recital will give his gray hairod motker,| And tried to kiss me--the dunce, mother,

But poked lis chiv in my moutli.
The old seapegrace!
I slapped Lis lnee—
But suild ‘twas a loving Mow;
. @ver the leit, you know, mother,
Over the left, you know.

e wus ugly and old—but rich, mother,
The lust an important thing—
5o 1 let the wtupid wretch, mother,
Como, when a present he'l bring,
He snid, "My dove,
Will you be my lovel®
1 tald him *Oh yes! just so"—
Over the leit, you know, mother,
Over the left, you know.

And Harry got quite jealous mother,
© Although no ressan had liog
And sighed like s brokgn bellows, mother,
But 1 told him " Riddlesde-dee!

Ohs i dbir Awe-that snld Tiv. Jqp stronger than was William in the days past,

[y Cosb AM¥s 12t L shoubl dive o 141} Ay said to him, “Drink, it will doyou good; |
never mind Bmily—she Lelongs to the funn-]
| ties who preach that every man that wonts a

you such a tale as my pen must tell you this

morning.: I shut my eyes; I clasp my cold

It all o sham

in a fow minutes we saw old dod paddling for
:lu house, covered with mire from head to
oot. 3

“That night the old mah was dressed up
In his best clothes. I ventured 1o ask him if
he was going over to see the Deacon.”
| “See the Descon! no! Can't a men puton |
good cluthes without going to see the Dea-|
[cont”

“Yes," said Dick, looking out the door,|
“ean't a man go to see the goot without )
tumbling in the mud!”

Dick was goune, and old dad looking st me,
j and then very significantly ata heavy wooden
bootjack, I stepped out of the back duor.—
Spirit of the Times.

Old Fashioned News Papers.
Our young friend Prisrros, of the Raven-
na Whig, gets off & capital sketch of the
style, &c., of newspapers of olden times, and

way places. The poetry especinlly, is very
pathetic and moving. Hear him;

It does our eyes goud 10 turn from the piles
of exchanges which “look as like as two
peas,” and which sre whittled down like eve-

@
mulationy. Botheration! Mow it hanmpers
useless energies, cripples resolutions too goud
to be fulfilled.
At bed and board, by night or b day, in joy
or grief, in health or sickness, at home or

abroad—debt grim, gaunt snd shadowy, fulls
us nn incumbrance. As no presence s too

memory of “bills and notes payanle™ from
taking immediate possession, so no record s
so enlivening, no reminiscence more delicious
than the consciousness that debt has fallen
like « January morning, twenty-nine degrecs
below zero!

Deed of Sepnration between the National
Democrnis and the Free Soilers and
Soft conlitivn,

tember, 1853, at o time that tests \hio honesty
of men pussessing Democraey, between the
company ecomposing the firm of Jefferson
Democracy of the first part and the little
crowd of dead weights, who, like vampyres,

| have preyed upon the eredit of the said com- |
p

pany, composing the unincorporated firm of|
Batnburners, Softshells, short buys, asanssing, |
and New York thieves, of the second pnrl;!
Witnesseth that the suid parly for the fiest

| part, for and in consideration of a good rid- |

dance to them, duly paid, have discarded, and |
by these presents do forever discard and quit |
claim, all their title and interests of, in, and

sncred, no ground Is too holy to deter the|

“This indenture, made this 13th day of Sap. |

which covered her body, The catastrophe
may be explained o muny woys; but having
visited the spot, T hold to the opinion I have
[ now advanced, without seelting, however, tu
impose it on others,”

Tue Fastesr Honse or T Woneo Dran,
—The Lny gelling, who performed on Satur-
{doy Inst the most remarkable feat of speed

and bottom every recorded in the history of
the turf, died on Baturday night.  After He
had performed that unprecedented race
ogainst time, poing 100 miles In eiwht
hours and fifty-2ight miuuter, he was taken
to the wtable where he was bled and then
| coverad with six or eight thick blankots, [t
'i- the prevailing opinion amoeng horsemen,
| that this superabundance of covering, while
(1o an exhausted state, ctused the death of
this noble animal, = We also learn that the
celebrated pacer, Hero, is very low, and (¢ 18
| feared that haaleo will die.

| Upon the incident the Tribuns Indulges in
these very nntural and just strictures:

In no other cause existed than this one fact,

| that the nublest horse in the world, onn whie'y

had performed the greatest feat of spoed and

endurance, has Leen brutaily mnslernd by

horse-rucing gamblers, there would be cause

enough fur us, ¢
*To piit [n every horest hand & wi ip

To lesh the rescal nakedthirough the werld®

ruch as occasionaly come to hand from oot of |

to that certain nmall parcel or moiety of res- | ,F_"r Who but o raseal could Le guilly of
pectability and elsimed for and belonging to| d(ﬂ'mgu !lur?u ong hundred miles in less thung
one heretofore connected with suid firm, to| 1€ hours, fur no objecton enrth than 1o
| wit: Martin Van Buren, lying snd belonging make the nolle ummnl.the tool of gamblers
to the town of Sour Crout, county of Prince | '© V!0 money from their dupes; and then, not
Juhn, and State of Uneertaimy. content with that crublty, to force him on
“Bounded es follows: commencing at a another mile to win a few mora dollars, till
small post in the Baltimore Convention mark- | :he et exhuusted creature culy found relief
ed *Revenge' running thence sotth to a veto | ''°F ltis worse than brute driver in the sleep
of slavery in the District of Columbia; thence | °7 423t%. Such is ths fate of the horse that

And fight, or fun promoto und almost parulysed lunds over them to ex-

The glee burst forth, but all in vain,
His heart was vexed and sore;

He tarned him to his bench again,
To dream of home onece mare.

No, it is there, u horrid, soul-thrilling, heart-
breaking reality. Amy, my sister, my more
than sister, can I 80 crush thee.—8o dash
from thy lip the cup of joy which thou art
He called slond, *Oh! father, say now, even now, lifting, sparkling to the brim,
If yet my task is done?™ with hope and love. Yes, [, even I must do
That father now, w:: fir away, it.  IHurd and thankless as is the task, it will
And heeded not Lis son. be more kindly done by my hand thun ano-
“ 2penk, father," once again he ericd, ther's, for love will soften every word, and
SIF yot 1 may go home, . sorrow and deep pity veil every wrong.
And—" but the boonifng shiouts rrpli.r.:-l- Amy, William is dead; thy loved and loviug
», shaw! Willy: come out, conme. brother: my loved and loving husband is

Vpon hls enr, shout, jibe, and jest, dgad.  Even now while [ wril.e: these fearful
It harmless point wete apant; words, the long white sheet in yon corner
1o looked from thathard plank of rest, hides away from my sight the manly form, the
1n sullen discontent, the r-iro Ia!:«;}addhm; ":l. Imgl:lnfl Iilp oliWilll:-I

iam. od? that this were all that I cou
m“_'l .mt;d hm:‘:ﬁ ﬂ:ﬁ:.“lwd' tell you; thava fever hiad wasted him, that
Whl;:::l::‘:m‘:& ::d dumr:'ralml a clowd: consumption had gnawed away hisvitals, that
That dulled the light of day. :]he |lnur'der|l:r had stiruclk lun}in thcr :!larkl.
ut aing! no! none of these fuorms of death
It wrapped him round indingy gloom; came to him, to rob the monster of his uppal-

It filled his nose and eyes, ling forw.

It made him “drot! 'h"l.‘l“’w FOCH But I must etill my throbbing heart and
But still, supine, he lios. wipe the cold sweat of sgony from my brow,
There cawe & peal—the schocl-bell's sound== | g3 tell you all, nye tell you all, not to wound
The boy, where is he now? hut to warn, lest those who are now growing
Ask: the desk; where, gathering rount, up o manhood, in the same paths he trod,

Young leurning’s votarics bow. may reach the final goal of life even as he.
Lo! classic page, and modern lore You know, dear Amy, when we were mare-
His nobler thoughts employ; |ied five years agoyesterday. (Oh! that futal
And, pining on that beneh, no more yesterday) William stood forth among the
1s seen the homeszsick boy. | erowd as the embodiment of noble manhood,
Ersoxoare. W. BB et returned from his long tour of cullegiate
- study, “let lovse," ns he expressed it, in  the

|

MISCELLANEOURS. great pasture of life, he was the gayest of the
i s e e gay. He told us that evening, with a proud
louk, that during his eight yedrs study he had
not drank one drop of urdent spirita or wine.
He had made the resolve, “touch not, tuswe
not, handle not,” till the completion of  his
studies, till he was old envugh v control
himsell, till his babits were furmed; and do
you remember it, Amy, oli! do you remember
ityere I had been ten minutes a bride, his  fa-
ther brought L the wine-cup, and pledged
him ina sparkling glass “to his new  wife."
Al how | trembled and shrouk from that fa-
ther's first kiss, how my heart misguve me,
how it throbbed when I saw William my
adored William, yielding to a father’s tempta-
tion, following a futher's example, and grasp-
ing without n seeming thought the contents
of that cup,

“Nonsense, nonsense, Emily,” suid onr fu-
ther, when I faintly whispered, “Don't Will-
ium, you have persevered so long, don’t com-
mence now, but rather renew your convenant,
nnd resolve never to drink even wine.”
Nonsense, Emily; alittle wine won’t hurt
him, I belivve ivtemperance as much as
any wne, but this ‘sparkling Catawba’ won't
hurt a lady. Come, you must notleach him
any of your squeamish notions."

Fur The Belmout Chraniele.

Peeps ut Socicty. Number one.
UY Q. CUMBER, ESQ.

“'Pimes dint bow wi they used to was'' is
the cry of every third man you mect who hus
uttained the dignity of gruy hairs and grand-
children. Well, the sentence is rather b con-
venient one, and I for one am very much re-
joiced that in some particulars, at least,
vitimes" ainf ns they “used Lo was;"” for mun's
a8 well as “Nature's mighty law in chunge.”
Would to Heaven the change was nlways for
ithe better!

“Times,” in the quaint language of “wuld
fogies,” are somewhat altered, but it is *for
better and for worse,” as a very intercsting!
document expresses it, In a great many
things—in all that appertaing to facilities fur,
mentul culture—in the various improvements,
of science and the arts, “Times” ure better
—but in the moral and religious culture of our
youth—in all that appertaing to their irue
advancement, *Times"” are unquestionably
worse!

Bome furty or fifty years ago—a few more |
or less are iinmaterisl—parents had a diﬂ"cr-i
ent way of making their childrensmurt—aye, |
and in quite a different place, wo! They|
were in nowise fearful of breakingthe spirils
of their darlings. Look at the result!  [ow
does the generation that is passing away
compare with that that is coming up! Let)
me draw & parallel:

The tottering step of the aged is turned|
churchward—the trembling, faltering voice|
of infirmity is framing petitions to the throne
of Mercy, Where one foutis in the grave,
the other is almost always in the “straight
and narrow path" of rectitude. Ask the old
man whose footsteps have for hall a century
been towards the Chureh where he first con-
ceived the desire, or formed the habit, Mark
well his answer! *At my mother’s knee!"
What a comment on parental impressions on

Dreamy remembrances of

plisnt mind!
g.gam come trooping past his dimmed vision
—~memories of-%,when

led
o'er the sunny slopes,

Idhoed, and dradk
in a sainted mother's holy teachings—teach-
ings that formed his impressible mind as if it
were wax ip the moulder’s hand. His har-
vesl is of a piece with his seed time—and that
wans of “life unto life!”

Now a glance at the rising generation—or
#Young Ameriea'—us it is pompously called
Let s select & specimen.  Wherel In the

bar-rvom—where else? He wports, in pro-
portion to his 1acans, ¢ highly scented “ciga-

: S ShoNL | glass now and then for exhilaration, must Le-
clude the fearful vision, but it will not away, : gume a drunkand: becase, l‘urwutl:.’somc low

vulgar wreteh has fullen ina  pot-house, |
Never let o woman rule you, Wili!"—Dost
remewher it, Amy!

Oh, by that disfigured corpse beneath yon |
winding sheet, by the agony of the tearless |
wife, (no tears have soothed me since he died) |
by the criezof orphaned children, who now |
must depend on charily for bread, lot me im-I
plore you, Amy, to tuke your stand ngainst |
the destroyer, Savelyour younger ULrother
from the fearful doom; save your lover,if it be|
not too late; save your father. "Dwas for
this and this only 1 have penned these lines;
fur this that I have opened the deep and in-
eurable wounds of my heart, in their hideous
deformation. To-morrow they will lay ‘him’
by his son in the poor-hovse church yard.
There I shall soon follow him, for poverty, |
shame and abuse have done their work, 1|
did not drink the dark swaters of death—but
he who was dearer to me than my own life
drank them, that they have killed we. If
our futher cares for the children, (I know he
will, and would have done it lonz ago had we
told him our needs,) oh say to him, my sister
that 1 would rather my babes, my darling boys
could be brought up in the poor-house, and|
on their risks emong strangers, than to live
in his lordly halls, anid be tempted day by day
to sin by loving lips and handa,

I shall never write you aguin, but let me
plead with you as one from the grave: give
your aid to the work of reform. Stand no
more with the tempters; stand no more with
the idle. The whole sou! is erying out for
help: you enn do much, for you have talent,
wealth, and beauty. Join, then, the army of
women wWho are already maorshalled to  fight
the moral'battle for humunity, Women must
do the work, man is too busy; he has weelth
to muke, fntwe to gain, honor to aequire.  How '
can he stop lo suve! Btop to save,did 1zay!
he is pulling down—making gold through the
budies and soulsof men—filling his eoffers

[ knew then that the “sparkling Catawba" |

hind worked evil to my husband’s luther, or he
would never have spoken thus to e, He,

the kind, the generous, polite and digniﬁed,!

to talk to me then of being “squeamish.” |
koew well that there was a devil in  the cup
even of “spurkling Catawbn.,” Agoin and

was the first step. We came West-—come
to o city where all men, as it were, indulged
in wine. My husband felt himsell strong to
resist temptation, His tuble could not be
set without wine. “How could he refuse to
others what was alwoays offered to him!"
Thus, Amy, it wasthathe fell, Not in those
haunts of wickedness where the low and
beastly bow themselves into the dust in sen-
sualism; not led by the wicked and depraved
into gin and shame; but by his own fireside,
at the alter of his home, with his wife and

grew worse, till, unwilling that I should see

ehildren &round him, his little ones stretching
their arma to embrace him, and his wile plea-
'#ing even loving sgainat his weakness, he

him drunk, he learned to tarry at the office,
the hotel, the club room, in the weary watch-
es of the night; and then he grew eold, and

| with gold coined from strong men's hearls,
wive's tears, and orphun's wails, Let women
to the work, nor stay her hand till the mon-
lsler sin is erushed beneath the iron hoof of
I law.
Farewell! T can write no more.
serve thee, s the dying prayer of
Esity o |
Thus wrote the dying wife over the cofpss
of her husband, snd isthere but one such case
in this goodly land —is there but one father
leading his elilldren to ruln! one easy mother,
muking no effort for her loved ones? but one
sister Amy laughing to seorn those who would
1snve the weak or wavering from destruetion.
| We know there are thousands, and we trust
this record of truth may reach thelr hearts,

God pre-

Goop pv.—The editor of the Albany Reg-
ister comments thus upon this simple word,
(g0 common und yet su full of solemn and tens
| der meaning:

How many emotions cluster around that
Iword. How full of sudness, and to us, how

full of sorrow it sounds. It is with us a con-
| secrated word., We heard it onee within the

|again William Was pressed to drink. This | year, as we hope never to hear it again, We |

'upuku it on unoecasion, such as we hope never
l to apenk it again. It was in the chamber of
death, st the still hour of night's noon, The
curtaing to the windows were all closed, the
lights were shaded, and we stood in the dim
and solemn twilight, with others, around the
bed of the dying. ‘The dumps of death were
on her pale young brow, and coldness wus
on her lips, as we kissed her for the last lima
while living, ‘Good-bye, my daughter,! we
whisperad, and *Good-bye, futher,’ came fuint-
ly from her dying lipa. We know not il she
ever spoke more, but ‘Good-bye’ was the last
we ever heard of her sweet voice. We hear
that last sorrowful word often and often as
we sit alone, busy with the memories of the
past. We hear it in the silence of the night,
in the hours of nervous wakelulness, as we
lay upon our bed thinking of the loved and

*eount the boys take no little delight in put-

bard, and—shall | say it to then, Amyl—bru-| lost to us. We hear it in our dreams, when
tal, His bloated cheek, his red rimmed eyes, | her sweet foce comes baek to us, asit was in
hix distorted face, told every passor-by thelits loveliness and beauty, We hear it when
tule, Businesa forspuk him; friends forsook | we sit beside her grave in tye cemetry where
him; virtue, religion, manli ness forsook him. | she sleeps, alone with po kindred as yeot by

The old thing 1o bam;
For all the love 1 show—
I over the left you know, Harry,
Over the left, you know."

And ere | was wedded 10 Harry, mother,
I siill my humor would plense;
And thouch 1 consented 1 marry, mother,
I yet could not help but tense.
1 should love evormore,
Uld Spriggs, I swore—
It made Harry as mad 88 o hoe;
But *owas over the left, you know, mother,
Over the left, you know,

When I stood up at the altar, mother,
T'o wed the man of my choice,
I protended to tremble and falter, mother,
And spolie with innudible voice.
To “love and obey™
Dear Harry, that doy
To pledge 1.was mo wags slow;
But "twas over the eli, you know, mother,
Over the left, yon know,

DPAD'S EXPEBIMENT WITH BILLY.

Less than a hundred miles from 8y racuse,
livas an old farmer, whese given name is
Zury—a hard working, honeat old English-
mun, owning a good farm of over a hundred
ucres, and faithful boys, who have been
brought up to wield “the agricultural imple-
ment,"—from one of these I have my story.

Old Zury had an old goat on the furm,
which is nut one of the most peacefully dis-
posed creatures in the werld and on this ac-

ting his lordship on his taps, once in awhile,
by way of amusement; fora long time the
old man had noticed that when Billy cume
home ot night he was completely covered
with mud and water, and old Zury could not
imagine how he should become so; so he de-
termined, if possible, that he would find out

ry thing else in this stercotyoed age ol
straight-juckets, to an insipid uniformity, and
give a reverential “turn-to” as one of these
hoary remainders of the olden time straggles
on to our table —such an one, fur instanoe, us

Dowagine, Mich.
the originality exercised in displaying the ad- |
vertisements! whata mognificent pread eagle |
overshadows with its pinions Wiggins’ an-|
nouncement of the arrival of a fresh lut of
Scotch ale and fourth proof How that mam-
moth pig squeczes his fat sides into the cor-
ner where the butcher displays his wares!—
Here's an advertisement topsy-turvy; thore,
parading eide-wise: younder, us [ live! is the
“apothumekary’s mortar and pestle, capacivus
enough for the Paint King'suseor a pudlers's
basin, And there, over the jeweler’s adver-
tisement, is a pair of spectucles—we speak
with defcrence of Lhese nose-siriders, lest our
own fine us for contempt of their juriediction
—looking like “two full or bed moone,” trim-
med out and connected by a put-hook, just
such “speca™ as the pictures lustruct us, look

Richard.” There, too, is the “Poet’s corner,”
ornamented with a three-stinged harp inter-
laced with a willow Yow. What a sinecure

what doleful strains come out of it! Lines
on the death of Suean Lee, aged eighteen,”
Tuke the first verse us o saumple.

In the year eighteen hundred fiity three,
On Sunday night, dear Susan Lee

Was seized by relentless cholera,
Morbus, The skillful doctor, he

Tried nll his powers to save, but death
Closed her eyes and stopt her breath,

Poor SBusan! her's was a pitiful extremity,

the cause of poor Billy’s daily misfortune.
One day he left the bays—to pick up 1lu--l
rakes, &o., after o hurd day's work of haying |
—and walked around to the ridge, where |
Billy generally kept himself; it was about |
time for the goat to go to the house, but there
he lay, quiet and dry; so old Zury eeated
himsell behind a stomp, determined to watch
his movements, that night, at any rate; he
had not been there more than fliteen minutes,
when who should he see coming along the

'ridge but the two boye; his first impulse wos

to tell themn to keep back, but upon eecond

| thought he said nothing.

whake my load, Haok," sald Diek; “iv's |
my turn to take the feller to night.”

Hank took Diek’s load from h'a back, and [
going down the hill a little ways, svon show- |
ed bimsell within a lew yards of where the |
goat was lying. |

Rilly had already caught a glimpse of the
biys and soon was on his feet, Hank luid tlat
on tha ground, and Dick, on the edge of the
ridge, now presented a full front, which did
| not seem exactly to please his gost-ship, for
lie pointed for him, and down went Dick, v
sggravate Billy toa still more desperate
funge; and again the wignal rose, und Billy
jumped, but just as he got within & few fect
Dick lowered himself about two pegs, and
Mr. Goat lowered Wimsell about fifleen feet
into u ditch of marsh, mud and water. Hunk
had caught a sight of a small corner of the
old man's hut above the stump, and sloped for
the bars, while Dick was not a little surpris-
ed ut the sudden transformation of the old
stump into 8 human being, and that oo, the
old man,ut fifteen paces, who,by the way, was
not the most forbearing person in the world;
[und as he looked round on the ground, Lllick
thinking that a club or stone might possibly
| be the object of his search, started on a ku‘n
ﬁjump for the barn. The old man made up his
mind that the mystery was solved. That
night Dick and Hank didn't come home to
supper.

l;Pl.hm.lghl I should not be able to hold my-
self together, as Hank related the surprise
of Zury and his oo, ss they stood face 1o
face,

#But hold on,” suid he, “I haven't tald you
thie best of it yat; about two weekd from t!m
time, one dsy me and Dick had been working
all day, and we made up our minds that we
should find old dad bucked, for he hadn't been
in the field at all in the afternoon, snd ho
always kept & good barrel of alein the cellar;
but when we had started, who should we see

How could they tarry with.the drynkard! her sidg. Bhe was the hot of our life, the

but the old man edging around the ridge; o

doubt,less & the poet does the elegaic with the

pathos of Bion. What were Achilles with- |
oot embalment in Homeric amber, and what

Busan Lee without a quotient in this barding's

numbers!  Where's Dr. White and the

Akroa bard of Knickerbocker memory?! A

poet's love is immortality.” But we ecan't

resist the felicity of the last stanza; it is the

grand moral of the tale; we must reproduce

it

O, Death, thou art a traveler,

Thou'lt Il us all as thou Lilt her,

And it is written, ‘we all must die,'

And in the cold ground buried lie

Till Gabril bloweth out the sun,

Then may it be said to us, *Your work is
well done!’

We've heard of blowing out cundles, and
of roacs and furnaces blowing out, and of
great schemes, like Southey's Pantisocracy
or the South Bea Bubble, blowing out, but
the idea of blowing out the suni—it is the
strongest figure in the pathetic “pome.” It
is to be “blowed out," most likely, in the same
way that Tom the Piper blew out his hreath
and life in the days of “good queen Bess."
But we suspect the poet’s vaticination, when
he predicts the death of us all like her!"--
by cholera-morbus, Shade of Pandora, hide
us!

There is the “Farmer's Column," and t]a--'
“Ladies’ Depsrtment,” and “Bundsy  Read-
ing." aud “Our Joker" surmounted by Puck |
in fool's cap and bells, with & grin oo his face
so0 hrond as to make an island of his crown-
pigee!  What jokes those must be that o di-
vide the continent of man's countenance!—
But we must take French leave of our an-
gient friend=the protowpe of that with which
our boy-vision was familiar—who has |ain
quietly on our table, as we have plessantly
gosiped & hall hour concerning his“circum-
stances and surroundings.” *\Wea'll meet .
guin, vld friend,”

Debt is a perfect bore. How it haunts a
man frow pillar to post~=lurking in his break-
fust cup==poisoning his dinher——embittering
his tea!=-now it atalks from him like aliving,
moving skelelon, seeming to announce his
presence by recounting the amount of lisbil-
ities. How it polsons his domestic juys by
introducing its infernel “balance” into the
caleulation of madam respecting the price of
a new carpet, or a new dress! How it hin-
ders dreamy plans of speculations and accu-

the republican, published somewhere near!

ow huge 3 ire ! \ :
H gely we admire | unents marked *The Mail Bag;® thenes nurth

down from the benevolent face of “I’uur',_nr Dasr

martin-box for “ye gentell mynstrell’ and!

in a westerly zig zag course towards Buffalo,
until it strikes Ben Butler's tickle-straw;
thence due north to British sywpathy; thence
sautheasterly to a gold sposn marked «Ogles?
thence south, (znns to leave tl I:‘r,_'e- lot
known as ‘the memory of Jacksaa' over the
left;) thenee east to a pile of incendinry doc-

to n bass wood monement marked *7raitors
thenca east down o etesp declivity to the
place of begiuning, containing abalitionists, |
office-seekers, inconsistencies, any sort of,
broken piedges, &o., be the same more or
lesz.  Together with the appurienances and
+ail interests and claims whatever of the zaid
party of the first pars, either in expectancy
or utherwise, subject only to the condemna-
tion of all lovera of their country. And the
suid party of the first purt hereby covenunt
and agree to keep up in perpetusl repair the
fences that now surround the premises here-

< by conveyed a sufficient hieight to preventull

egress rom the said premises.

| “Witness our hand and seal the day end

year above written,
JEFFERSON DEMOCRACY.
rL 8. Driczinsox, their Attorney.
#Signed, sealed, and delivered in the pres-
ence of Georoe W. Criston.”
“Counly of Union for the sake of the Union,
ss.—On this 13thday day of September, 1853,
before me came Daniel 8. Dickson, who is
| to me personally known as the agent of the
| first part, and acknowledged that he had ex-
| ecuted the foregoing instrunient as the act
| and deed of the Jeflerson Democracy.,
JOHN C. MATHER,

Canal Cotnmissivner.”

Save THe Dreap Leaves.—If every horii-
culturist would reflect for a moment un the
nature of fallen Jeuves, which contain not
only th? vegetable matter, but the earthly
salts, lime, potash, &c., needed for the next
year's growth—and that, téo exactly in the
proportion required by the very tree; and
plant from which they fall; nay, more,it they
would consider that itis precisely in this way,
by the decumposition of these very fallen
leaves, that nature enriches the soil, vear of-
ter yeur, in her great forests, It would searce-
ly be pussible for such o reflecting horticul-
turist to allow these leuves to be swept away
by every wind that blows, and finally lost al-
together, A wize horticulturist will diligent-
Iy collect, from week to weel, the leaves that
{ull under each tree, and by digging them un-
der the soil about the routs, where they will
decay and enrich that soil, provide in the
¢heapest manner the best possible fued for
that tree. In certain vineyards in France,
the vines are kept in the highest condition by
simply burying at their roots every leal and
branch that is pruned off such vines, or that
falls from them at the cnd of the season.—
Hurticulturix.

Lot*s Wifc.

A French savant, M. de Bauley, gives the
following interpretation of the sacred narca-
tire of Lot's wile: |
“The Djebbel-el-Melehb, or Djebel Bdoum,
presents a compoct muss of ruck salt, the
height of which varfee, but never exceeds 100
yards. Al the summit, the salt is covered!
by a stratum of clay of a dirty white hue.
The whole of the hill gide presents pumerous
fissures hollowed by the winter torrents, and
the constant ermabling of the soil. At mnny
poiuts sppear vast pyramidal columns of salt,
one of which has no doult been taken by
Captuin Lynch for the famous pillar into
which Lot's wife was transformed. All the
disconnected masses, and those which still
adhere to the mountain, have their surimces |
deeply furrowed and indented by the rains. |
And lastly wherever tha rock leans over, ita
lower part ia hung with atalactites of salt.!
Is it possible to explain the death of Lat'sl
wile?! T am inclined to believe so, and this!
would be my solotion: At the moment when
the huge mountuio was beaved up voleanical- |
ly. there must have been throughout its whele

similar to those we have obeerved st every
step.
either thro' fright or curiosity, was most like-
ly erushed by one of these descending frag-
ments, and when Lot and his children turned
round to look toward the place where she hod

Latnppeﬂ, they saw nothing but the sslt rock

' sustain stock without foud or ahelter.
'letter is exactly such o one as [ would wish

extent tremendous falls of detached masses, Ar

Lot's wife having lodered behind, | P

trotted 101 miles on the Long Ieland Center-
ville Course on Baturday. Sueh will proba-
bly be the fato of the splendid gray horse thag
we reported a2 pacing aguinst a trotter on
Friday. 1t sccms & pity thatif brutes must
be raced to deuth, a lower sort of nnimals had
not been chosen. The proprietors and dri-
vera of the defunct livrans shou!d have been
put through the process in their stead,

A Characteristic Letter.

Julin G. Baxe addressed the following lot-
ter to the Committee of Invitation at Spring-
field:

Brrrisarox, Vi, Oct. 14, 1853,

Gexrienen:—I am very sorry thut [ shall
not be uble to partake of yeur horse pitality.
Being born & Vermonter—who, you know, is
a ““perfect Aral” for horses—I claim no exs
emption from the charge of loving a “charg-
er,” and I admire o “coprser,” of course, In-
deed, I must say, in the munner of Alexander
tu Diogeness—uif | were nota mwn I would
be akoree”—an animal which, in vties eemns
tempt of the monkey thoory of the nataral-

{ ist, I held to be'the next of hiskin tohismas-

ter. In thort, he whodoce not love n horse
is—an ass, and dezerves a perpetun! diet of
thistles, instend of the sumptuous fare which
your famous Springfield caterars will spread
belore you at your bangnet on the 20th. Ho-
ping thot Vermont will represent heraelf
worthily at the great Nutional BExhibition of
lorscs,
I am, gentlemen, yours, very truly,
JOHN G. BAXE.

Central Route to the Pacific.

Messrs. Gares & Seatox—GesTLEMEN!
| send you a letter just received from Fort
Mussachusetts, in the valley of San Luis,
head of the Rio Grande del Norle, which
came (o me as unexpectediy asil it bad fallen
from the clouds, and covld wot have been
more neceptable if it had been from any oth-
or gpot on the glibe, It is written by o
Yirginia emigrant to Califurnis—one who
had bren there bejore, und now made ope of
the party of emigrants el removing, and
taking with them large herds of sheep and
some cattle for the California macket. They
traveled upon the line which Reale and Heap
described, and confirm &1l they eaid by the
actual fact of the eaey traveling of their
wagons, und the condition of their sheep and
cuttle, “alout as fut as any in the Philadelphia
or Baltimore marked;" and that after travels
ing upwarda of cne thousend wiles from Ilis
nois, aud scven hundred of it from the
Missouri frontier. ‘I'lie country is rich and

"beautiful, and the Valley of San Luis and

the mountain grass all that Lerox and Fre.
mont degcribed it to be.  Only think of that
grass—thick a3 a meadow to the top of the
mountaing, and mouny ncres good for fous
mowed tons—and plenty all the winter to
The

to get-——a plain statement of what was se
tually seen by an emigratiog company, move
ing in 8 body, without any system or theory
10 estublish, nud looking for the best way’ to'
get to California.

The pass which they wmention, lhmugh‘
which Captain Gunnigon weut, is one of five
in the Sierre Blancy, leading from the
Arkansas pinios ints the Valley of San Luis
—three of which ore cxcellent, and one of
them higher upy uud (rom seven'y to eighity
miles nearer tian the other two, by being
more in the straight line to the Ceocea fope
in the Recky Mountoins, orthe Canero which
is near ity and nearly ns good. Inatead of no
passes [n these mountoius, thera are & mul-
tiplicity of them=so muny & so good that the
traveler hae chuice in the variety, and is only
puszled to declda which is best, s

Fort Massachusetts, whera this lettor is
dated, is just st the spot where Fremont was
turned out of the valley by Lia guide in. the
winter of 1848 and 1349, and when he found
the pess &lmost without snow, through "hlé,h
the Utalis passed from the Del Norta to!
nsas, and which was so level lhl.f
could only by careful observation deteot
oint of the dividing waters.

In brief, Messrs, Editors, 1 now !u’ v
poldened to repeat what Fremont hae Sitén
told me, that in the centrae part of the
Mountains, (covering the Three Parks, the
headwaters of the South Plalte, the Arkansns

- &



